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	1. Prologue

**Rue accepted that she couldn't measure up to her older sister, May a long time ago. That is, until Rue's sister dies of Cancer. Bringing May's journal with her, Rue's parents decide to move back to La Push to get Rue out of her depression. Will the memories of May be too hard to bare, or will a certain shape-shifter make it all better?**

* * *

><p><em>1 Corinthians 13:4-8 – Love is patient, love is kind. It does not envy, it does not boast, it is not proud. It does not dishonor others, it is not self-seeking, it is not easily angered, it keeps no record of wrongs. Love does not delight in evil but rejoices with the truth. It always protects, always trusts, always hopes, always perseveres. Love never fails.<em>

**_. . ._**

I remember why May wanted to be buried here in La Push. Before we moved to California when I was fourteen and May was sixteen, we had made a lot of memories here. May was very blunt, straightforward, excepted the truth easily, and she knew how to put up a fight. _So why now did she give up?_, I wondered as I tried to hold back the tears. I remember all the memories we made here. Here in La Push, on the reservation, May made a difference. She was caring and nice to everyone she met. She was the definition of killing someone with kindness.

I remember how she was all about living in the moment. I remember the day she came home with a tattoo of John 3:16:

_"For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but have everlasting life."_

My parents, to this day, are still angry about it, but how could they when she said and I quote, "_I'm not afraid to take pride in what I believe in. And so I do it with permanent ink, because I will always and forever permanently believe in my beliefs._"

"Rue," my father called, "we need to get going."

I turned to face him. His eyes had bags under them and he was simply tortured. His usual long, black hair still in the braids May had braided just last week. I took one last look at May's grave. I remember when we went shopping at Rue 21 for her funeral clothes, because she knew this was coming, because my older sister handled the truth easily. We bought nothing, she eventually decided on wearing her the footie pajamas I had bought her last Christmas.

_"Why'd you pick that?" I had asked._

_She only smiled, "Because it's a part of my childhood."_

_I raised my eyebrows, "What about freedom? Being a grownup? Doing things for yourself?"_

_"Being a grownup?" she asked, truly confused. _

_"Your eighteen."_

_She laughed, something she'd never stop doing, "Don't think just because I'm eighteen, my childhood is over? Childhood isn't over until the illusion that the world is a great place disappears, that it's an adventure that never stops. My adventure's still going, whether I'm dying or not. '**For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but have everlasting life.'**" she quoted, "Life goes on after death."_

I made my way over to the car, hoping that May was having a good time in Heaven, while I was trying to handle the beginning of after her death.

* * *

><p><strong>This is PaulOC. I'm unsure if I should continue this... Let me know. **

**-Lonny Call**


	2. Fatherly Love

_Psalm 103:13 - As a father has compassion on his children, so the LORD has compassion on those who fear him;_

It was green. I bet it never stopped being green. I was glad La Push didn't become one of those towns that started cutting down trees and planting restaurants and stores everywhere, but it was a sacred reservation, so it made sense that, that didn't happen. But Forks, Washington wasn't a big city either, so I did have something to be glad about.

I turned my attention away from the outside world that was just outside my window and directed it to my parents who were talking in hushed tones. My father still hadn't taken those braids out. My mother was still pale from the night we heard the bad news, the night the machine that told my family May was fine until its steady beep completely stopped. Her hair was tidy, though, like it always is, in the those blonde curls my sister always tried to maintain. She was cursed with straight hair, but so was I.

May was a pretty girl. One of those people who unintentionally set the bar so high that one would have big shoes to feel, but the bar was low enough that you couldn't envy or hate or be jealous of her, because she was just one of those people. I looked down at the black, little journal in my hands. She had written it for me to teach me life lessons, taking on the role of being that one, perfect big sister.

I had tried. I had tried to be jealous of her. But I couldn't, because there was nothing to be jealous of. It seemed pretty petty to me to be jealous of someone's personality, because it was just who they are. But maybe it was possible. Maybe it's not petty, because one is simply just jealous of how they came out, how they made friends easily and how they failed to disappoint anyone.

So was it petty?

"Rue, there's a beach here!" my mom tried her best to sound excited. Or maybe she really was.

I had no idea anymore.

"Great...that's great." I tried, I tried my hardest to sound excited, but completely failed.

I looked up to see her face. Her smile faltered. She looked out her window, probably wishing she had May again. May, who was the peppy one. May, who made things so easy. May, who made things _look _easy. May, the daughter who simply complied with everything.

I tried again, "We should go, I always loved swimming."

No I didn't. In fact, I hated the idea of being in the same place where sharks were. Where sharks _could _be. Mother smiled, her eyes lighting up. It didn't make feel better, but May loved to swim. She would do it all day. Sharks didn't scare her, in fact I was sure nothing did.

"Well, you two gals should go, I need sleep, work starts tomorrow." my dad said, his eyes strained on the road.

I could tell he hadn't slept in days. I couldn't completely feel as he felt, but I know what he'd never get to do. He'd never see his daughter go off to prom, he'd never get to chastise his daughter for sneaking out to see a boy, he'd be stuck with poor anti-social me. I would rather eat Cookie Dough ice cream and watch a marathon of Boy Meets World.

"Your unpacking everything? Dear, you shouldn't do that." My mom stressed, sincere covering her face.

"No, no, it's fine." My dad reassured, "You and M-," He stopped himself.

It was silent for the rest of the ride.

* * *

><p><strong>Thanks for the people that favorited, followed, and reviewed!<strong>

**Okay, so this is also a short chapter. I really want reviews, because I'm very sensitive (not that sensitive, just sensitive if you don't review, because I feel like you don't care) of my writing. I like when someone at least comments... This is enough for the rest of the week... **

**So no updating, (even though I am absolutely in love with writing this) until next weekend. This hurts me also, but this story can't be finished in two weeks. At least a month, right? Okay maybe not.**

**Review!**

**-Lonny Call **


	3. Gravity

**Author's Note: All clothes that are capitalized that my main OC (Rue) wears are from Rue 21. **

**Example: jean jacket (not from Rue 21)**

**Example: Dark Wash Cropped Jean Jacket (From Rue 21)**

* * *

><p><em><span>Albert Einstein<span> - You can't blame **gravity** for falling in love._

* * *

><p><em>"Oh, something's gotta happen. Something's gotta give. And something's got to break. I know someday it's gonna happen. Someday it's gonna give. Can't always be this way. And if the riptide comes to get me, And pulls me under, It won't upset me. I'll go down (Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh). I'll throw the white flag of surrender. Knock me down, Not forever, Just for now (Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh)...<em>"

I cut off my black, portable boom box that was playing White Flag by Sabrina Carpenter. My mom and I planned to go to the beach tomorrow, she was so set on not letting my dad unpack on his own. Whenever my mom said something, there was no stopping her.

I wasn't done unpacking. My room was huge, my walls were black & white and I had enough room to fit _all _my drawings and posters. That's all I really needed, space for my drawings and posters. I've never been one to like big things, I liked small, cozy spaces. My dad had already fixed my bed up, (it was just as big as my room, not that I would ever need a huge bed) and I noticed how tortured he looked while doing it. He really needed sleep...

I looked over to my purple nightstand, the only bright-colored thing in my room, and saw the black journal sitting there. Should I open it now? Read everything in it at this instant? I believe if I do, then I'd regret it later, because I don't know what goes on in May's head, and those are the only thoughts I have from her. Besides, if I start acting like the perfect daughter (May) all of a sudden, my parents think something was up.

I reached over and grabbed the notebook. If I did decide to read it, should I read it in my room, this house? No, there was no way. This journal was to sacred. I quickly put on my Mint Chevron Popover Sundress, Dark Wash Cropped Jean Jacket, and my Peach Polka Dotted Flip Flops. Grabbing the journal as I made my way downstairs.

"I'm going for a walk." I yelled.

"Why?" my mom said, coming downstairs, "There are plenty of things to do here. Besides, are you done unpacking?" she asked.

I played with the journal in my hands, "I need to clear my mind, read, get my mind off...things." I said, trying to sneakily get to the door.

My mom, of course, stopped me, "There's a pool outback. Want me to make some lemonade? We could talk..." she trailed off hopefully.

I could easily see why my mom wanted to talk. I barely talked to her and Dad since May...It was hard to even think about it without tears springing from my eyes. My mom wasn't one of those parents that knew every single aspect of there child's life, she just got bored easily because she was a house wife. My father being a doctor has covered all four of us easily. May, of course, was the one to keep her company.

"Tomorrow, Kay? When we go to the beach. I just need time to myself." I said, trying to break it down easily.

A sad smile covered her pale face. I wondered if it would stay like that. Pale. Her eyes weren't hard to look at, like Dad's. Dad's were a tortured, dark brown, while my mom's was a sad lime green.

"Okay," she said nodding, "Don't stay out late."

By the look in her eyes, her sanity seemed to depend on that.

* * *

><p>In all of my sixteen years living, I'd never stopped loving the forest. It was a second home to me. Green wasn't exactly my favorite color, but the forest was just so amazing. I remembered when May had dragged me out here for the first time when I was six and she was eight. Even then she wasn't scared of anything and I was scared of everything. She had told me mythical creatures lived here. My favorite were the wolves.<p>

I wandered through the woods for a while, looking at all the trees that I would probably never crawl up again. When I was ten, I broke my arm trying to crawl up one. I eventually found a rock, much like a boulder, to sit on, and opened the journal hesitantly.

_To: Rue __Eloise Monticello_

_From: Maybelle __'May' __Leilani Monticello_

_Anyone else who dares to read in here other than Rue will be ripped to pieces by my Quileute wolf protectors. _

I laughed internally, she still believed in wolves from the legends, but I hadn't known her to violent. I read the line over and over, laughing a little. I turned to the next page.

_Lesson 1: Don't upset Momma Bear_

"Momma Bear?" I asked myself.

_Rue, you may know me as that cool sister who seems to never get in trouble. __Mom, she is one tough cookie. __Remember when I snuck out to that party? __It was absolutely horrible and amazing at the same time. __Lana was there. __I can't stand that girl. __She had poured Soda on that new shirt you got me. __Well, remember when the police had come and I had told you it was because Mom didn't pay her speeding ticket? _

_Well, actually, I was charged with assault. __Apparently, breaking someone's arm is against the law. __But... mom was so upset. __I had told her about Lana damaging my shirt. Well, little sis, that is damage of property. So in the end, Lana's mom and my mom were stuck paying fines and stuff..._

_No matter what, Mom will always have your back. She gets bored, so keep her company when I'm gone. If you don't, I'll haunt you until death do thy part. _

A twig snapped. I looked up and saw a dark, silver furred wolf that was five-time larger than a usual wolf. I looked into its deep brown eyes. Death was right in front of me, yet I wasn't scared.

* * *

><p><strong>Oh my gosh guys! Your reviews were gonna make me cry! <strong>

**This is your special treat, forget next weekend.**

**Sometimes I get busy, so if I don't update for a while, there will most likely long chapters. **

**But this is a special treat! The comments were so nice and thank you for those who followed and favorite!**

**EEEEKKKK! Paul in wolf form. Sorry I stopped there, I just couldn't see how I could go on. Cliffhanger!**

**Sorry if rushed or grammatical errors! But thanks so much guys for the support!**

**'Love of This' - Thanks you so much!**

**'Moore14' - EEEEKKK! Thanks so much, expect more quotes and Bible Verses.**

**'PirateFaye' - Thanks so much for reading this! Sorry for grammatical errors. And yes, Rue is kinda lost, but now she's found Paul! Aren't you excited?**

**' ' - Thanks so much! I'm glad your excited, cause so am I! Yes, Rue is half Quileute, from her Dad, but I'm unsure if she will shift. I have made no plans to make her related to any of the wolves...but I will think on that. Rue and her parents relationship is very strained, as though, May had played a big role in everyone's life as you see in this story. And it will be like this for a couple more chapters. **

**'****IAMiniquity' - Thank you so much for your supportive reviews! The closest thing I have for a sister is my God sister, whom I don't see much, but we have a close relationship also. Hanging with Paul will get her out of her funk, hopefully. Rue hasn't really found herself, seeing as she had always looked up to May. So the real Rue will come out slowly. **

**Thank you guys so much! **

**Review and let me know what you think, suggestions are always welcome!**

**-Lonny Call**


	4. Whistles of Wolves

_"I learned that courage was not the absence of fear, but the triumph over it. The brave man is not he who does not feel afraid, but he who conquers that fear."_

_Nelson Mandela_

* * *

><p>Death was right in front of me, yet I wasn't scared. It's brown eyes were mesmerizing. I studied every aspect of the wolf. How it's tail is raised high, like he had just found treasure. The way it's fur would stick up and it's eyes were watching me if I made the slightest move. It was like he was looking over me, protecting me. And the emotion that flashed through it's eyes frightened me. It's light brown eyes held emotion that only humans could betray: Adoration, Fear, Protectiveness, and something else I couldn't quite get. I'd seen that emotion before. It was so common, yet I couldn't name it.<p>

Love?

I shivered at that thought. A horse-sized wolf couldn't betray such a thing. I hated that that's what it probably was. I was going to become a chew toy, right? The silver wolf's eyes were still holding mine and it looked as if it was afraid to look away, like I would disappear. But that's exactly what I wanted to do.

Disappear.

What if I was just imagining things? I tended to do that when I got bored or if I was scared. I would have these mind tricks to entertain or calm me down. It probably was a trick. It probably would eat me at any second now.

What would May do?

_Pet the wolf, of course. She loved wolves. _

I love wolves to, but I don't actually believe they won't hurt me. They were _wolves_. They would eat _something_. And _something _would equal _me_.I couldn't just pet a wolf. I didn't want to die that way. I wanted to die in someone's arms, in my sleep. It would be a less-violent, peaceful death. But if I want to be the perfect daughter and make my parents happy again, then I would have to be like May. So I had to pet the wolf. But when I walked forward, a howl ripped through the air.

It ran off.

* * *

><p><em>She gets bored, so keep her company when I'm gone.<em>

"So Mom, what have you been doing lately?" I asked, trying to keep happy mood.

We were at the beach, as planned, while Dad was at work. He likes that he has a name tag and says if I visit Forks Hospital to see him, tell them I'm looking for Dr. Richard Monticello. I believed he was having too much fun with this, but if he was happy, I couldn't interrupt that.

Mom looked at me and then rolled her eyes, "I've been watching you, silly." She shook her head, her blonde curls shaking too.

For a thirty-seven year old, my mom looked like she was still in her twenties. Her face wasn't as pale, but it was tear-stained. I hadn't heard her cry last night, but maybe we didn't have thin walls in our new house. She was wearing **(Rue 21)** a Laser Cut Fractal Chevron Monokini and Distressed Rolled Cuff Jean Shorts with a pair of pink sandals. Her eyes are a crystal blue and as she looked out at the ocean, probably longing to get in and swim, her eyes sparkled.

"You can go swim, Mom. I'll be fine." I told her.

She looked at me dubiously, "I don't want to leave you here alone."

"It's okay." I said and then added, "I'll come and swim later."

She smiled at that, a real, genuine smile. I didn't like to swim, I never want to swim, yet I knew how to swim. She got up and ran into the ocean. I wondered sometimes if my mom was cooler to me. She looked as young as me, well she looked like an older sister in there mid-twenties. I wasn't a beach person, so I just wore clothes I would wear if I went jogging or something. A Can You Not Cropped Ringer Tee and May's Fluent Sarcasm Soft Brushed Knit Leggings she gave to me when she couldn't fit them anymore. I didn't wear shoes, because I simply don't like them (I don't like to walk either).

I thought back to the other day, I never got to finish that Journal Entry because of that horse-sized silver wolf. It annoyed me that I'd worked up the courage to touch that wolf, but it ran instead. I was deeply annoyed, but was glad I made it back home safely. My mom was sitting on the porch, waiting for me to come home. Now I know why all her siblings called her "Worrisome Winter".

"Hey."

I jumped, my heart skipping a beat, not anticipating the sound of a deep, husky voice. I felt warmth instantly and a hand on my shoulder.

"Sorry, I didn't mean to scare you." He said, chuckling.

Was he chuckling at my fear?

I, personally, felt offended.

I looked up, and then tilted my head higher, realizing this dude (who also had abs) was at least six feet tall. If not, taller. He was muscular to, like he was on steroids, and had the traditional brown eyes and black hair. But his hair wasn't long, but cut short and cropped. He had no shirt on and only cutoffs. He looked like he is twenty-something, but his vibe gave off a teenager. I studied his face, looking into his brown eyes that reminded me of that silver wolf's eyes.

"I'm Paul." He said, sitting beside me and slinging his arm around me casually, like we were long-time friends, or a couple.

"If I had a rape whistle, I would blow it." I whispered, trying to scare him off.

He chuckled.

I looked to him, giving him a serious look, "I'm thinking about getting one now."

* * *

><p><strong>Rue could be played by: <strong>

**Hailee Steinfield **

**Lucy Hale**

**Troian Bellisario**

**Vanessa Hudgens**

**Who do you think? **

**'wood-morning' - Thank you, I will hopefully be continuing that. Thank you for reading and reviewing my story. **

**'Guest/SilentOne' - Thanks so much! I'm so glad a guest decided to review. Even though I update like twice a day (for now), I'm not really rushing, I'm just so eager to get my thoughts down on the story. I don't cry often either.**

**'IAMiniquity' - I am in love with your reviews, thanks so much! I'm sorry for the cliffhanger, but come on, that means this chapter will be amazing! (Hopefully.) The lessons will be a bit weird though, most of the journal entries will have guidelines, but there are some dramatic and sad entries (hint, hint). I agree it is sad to watch a family grieve for a child! Mr. Lahote will be challenged a lot, hopefully, because as Rue discovers herself, there might be a lot more to the brunette than one would think (hint, hint). As for the family's faith go, I am unsure, but most likely they will be Christian.**

**'LillyLunaK' - Thanks for reviewing! It means a lot, and I'm so glad you like Rue! I thought she was a little to depressed and sad, but I'm glad you like this story also! The next couple of chapters should be a little less depressed. **


End file.
